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IGARO IN LONDON. 





Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Mowrtracus. 


They supply information as to the person and habits 








Mohtical Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. 
fay to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.’’—Croxer’s New Wriic Guipe. 
‘ . 
Wo. i13.. 


SO ET 


THE COMING SESSION. 








— + meee 


Iu polities nothing is now stirring, but there is a fearful tran- 
guillity in the political atmosphere which seems sullenly to 
bespeak a coming storm in the approaching Session of Parlia- 
raeit Wverything in the world of politics is dull; but the 
busy time is eaming on, and then there will be enough work for 
us in looking after our old friends, the Ministers. His Majesty 
begins to feel rather forcibly that he is not exactly having his 
ew way, and a person who met the monarch a short time since 
in the neighbourhood of Brighton, heard William the Fourth 


distinetly singing the following parody on Alexander Selkirk: 


1am monarch, at least so they say, 
For there’s no oue my right to dispute ; 
Yet, I'm cursed if my minister. Grey, 


Den’t lord it o’er me like a brute. 


(ol)! sovereignty ! where are the charms 
That in thee I thought conld be seen? 
"fis a state of perpetual alarms, 


And of squabbles ’twixt me and the Queen. 


1 am out of all honest men’s reach, 
In my Ministers’ hands, all alone. 
They write out a horrible speech, 


And force me to call it my owa. 


The beasts that are out in the street 
My form with indifference see ; 
They flock not my carriage to meet, 


Their apathy’s shocking to me. 


Vou. UI. 
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Such is the strain in which his most gracious Majesty is 
frequently heard to indulge, and it is very likely there is sin- 
cerity in his lament over the cares of Monarchy. He was. 
doubtless, happier as Duke of Clarence, for his social disposition 
was always averse to ceremony, and he feels the distance 
at which regal dignity forees him to keep some of his old friends 
particularly disagreeable. He was not made to bow at six 
yards distance, or to enact an automaton in having his hand 
kissed ; he had rather grasp the paw of a coalheaver, than let 
his own digits be slobbered over by the mouths of the whole 
aristocracy. However, there he is, aud we can only recommend 
him to make the best of it. We wish him well through the 
approaching Session ; for we are sure the struggle will be no 
insignificant one for his Ministers, and as he is identified with 
them, to put them on their good behaviour will be for the 
Monarch’s interest. 

In consequence of the dulness of the political world, whic! 
we have before alluded to, we select theatrical subjects fo: 
our present batch of six caricatures, because the drama is 
just at present more thought about than the theatre of politics, 
and however great may be our influence in the latter, it is well 
known that our sway in the histrionic world is vast, if not infinite. 
Without abandoning our promised Political Spectacle, on which 
Seymour has been engaged all the summer, we give the treat 
that adorns our present number, and which may be regarded as 


the honne bouche intermediate! 


ee te —_— 


18 Melis Buildings, Better Laar 


———_ - _ 


W. Molineux, Printer, 
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FIGARO’S THEATRICAL GALLERY. 





When it is considered how much we have repeatedly said 
agaiust Bunn’s management of the large houses, it will not be 
wondered at that in selecting the elite of the united company 
as a theatrical gallery for our work, we serve up to the public 
KIK efhigies of the most ungainly kind, and we solemnly assert 
that they comprise the chief part of the talent of the joint 
establishments. The first in rotation is Bunn himself, whom 
we have deposited in those identical velvets which have through 
eur pages acquired such high celebrity, aud he has been put 
hy Seymour into the part of Alfred the Little, strutting in all 
the pride of a petty monarch, and an overbearing manager. 





Mr. BUNN AS ALFRED THE LITTLE. 


This is a pait Bunn plays only in private life, his stage per- 
formances having been hitherto confined to the somewhat 
various characters of Polhill’s livery servant, the dragon in the 
St. George piece, and Napoleon Buonaparte. As the servant 
he is quite at home; as the dragon, his squat figure and fierce 
looks carry him through, but as to his Napoleon, it is nothing 
more than a libel, and as he has been in France, some say he 
has been bribed by Louis Philippe to bring the memory of the 
jate Emperor into contempt, by making his person the subject 
of ridicule. Instead of looking like Buonaparte, he resembles 
an awkward serjeant of a badly drilled volunteer corps, and as 
Le is generally muzzy, he i:ells about in a style to which a nilet 
of veal upon castors offers the only known parallel, 

We next come to the star of the beginning of the season, 
whuv turns out to be a rushlight in the end, and on whom a 
-hade has judiciously been placed, in order to be in character 
with his total lack of every thing approaching to brilliancy. 
We of course allnde to Mr. King, the tragic hero that was to 
be, and the superuumerary that will be probably. His hand- 
some looks were to have drawn all the town to Drury-lane, but 
feet of carcase surmounted by abouc half a yard of face, 


Y 
had not the effect Bunn had ventured to anticipate. We will 
ot, however, enter further on King’s merits, ner shal! we com- 
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ment on his appearance, which must speak for itse'’f in the | 


following sketch of 
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MER. KING AS THE DRURY LANE ADONIS. 


‘Tho next levely specimen of humanity which we shall afer 
is in the leading tragic actress of the two great rational! 


theatres, and we defy any oue to prove that nature trusted ever 
one of her journeymen to put together the materials composing 
the being whom Seymour, ina plethora of humour, was piay 

fully pleased to delineate. She isthe Siddons of the Bunn 
dynasty, and modestly engaged as a sort of ria juncta én une 
A species of Siddons, O'Neill, and Kemble united in the same 
individual. OF course we allude to 





SLOMAN AS LADY CONSTANCE. 

the actress who went into the country Six years since. u failure 
and returned to the metropolis at the commencement of this 
season a reputed genius, The critics, however, 
declare that flesh is the Only advantage she seems to have 
ucquired by her provineial sojourn, and unfortunately te: 
fume intellect is not necessarily included in obesity liasving 
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disposed of the tragic strength of the two houses, let us pay 
due tribute to the pink of its vocal corps, which is to be recog- 
nised in that concentrated es-ence of propriety, the correct and 
chilly Templeton. With an attention to business that does him 
w highest credit. Templeton flings feeling to the dogs, and 
ike a trne musician talks sentiment to the chromatic scale: he 
makes love in 4 flat, and will, in fact, do anything but B 
vatural, He throws a glance to C sharp, aud what an actor 
would regulate by common sense, Templeton coolly settles by 
the laws of harmony. His attitudes also are invariably the 
result of musical arrangement, and nothing that be does is with- 
out its note by way of an accompaniment. But we will let him 
for himself, and without further ceremony introdnee 
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MR. TEMPLETON AS LILIEN HORN. 
Our worthy friend ‘Pempleton is not alone in’ his 
style, but possesses a most appropiate partner in the principal 


peculiar 


singing lady of the joint honses, to whom all will apply that we 


have said of her wale associate. As we detest repetition, we 


shall content ourselves with merely presenting in dae form, 
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Our exposition of the vagrant troop is now nearly complete ; 
but we shall wind it up with one who is all in all in his own 
precions opinion, which is about the worst compliment he ean 
pay himself. He is that impertant personage, the stage mana- 
ger of Covent Garden, whose delightful study it has long been 
to shelve deserving performers and pnt himself forward. He 
is amazingly prond of his talent, and makes it the object of so 
much dignity, that really the vulgar eye of the public has never 
vet been allowed to feast upon it. If he possesses any, itis a 
precious gem, concealed in some hidden casket, but as yet there 
have been no symptons of any intention on his part of making 
itmanifest. Every body knows him, because when one goes to 
Covent Garden, he is sure to intrude himself iv some chief part. 
and if we go to see a performer we approve, Bartley is sure 
be acting as a vigorous alloy to the pleasure we derive from 
our favourite. If he is not hissed, it is because people begin to 
think it is of no use; but a calm generally precedes the eper- 
getic demand for a removal of established nuisances. We have 
given him the advantage of sketching him in the only part le 
has been at all bearable in dnring the whole of the present 
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NR. BARTLEY IN MY NEIGHBOUR'S WIFE. 


The above remarks, illustrated as they are by pictorial repre- 
seutations, form a copious practical analysis of the merits of the 
joint companies of the two patent theatres, under the hateful 
influence of the velvet breeches management. 


THE INTERPRETER. 


Masked Ball at Paris. 


‘“Itis a circumstance worthy of remark that many ladies appeared 
without either characters, costumes, or masks, but merely in fasbionab.e bali 


dresses,” 
Our court friend one would imagine must be little acquainted 
with the set whose movements he records, when he expresses 
astonishment at the facts he here alludes to, He will perhaps 
-how more wisdom another time, and recollect that for great 
ladies to appear anywhere without characters is sot atal : 


Court Journal. 


markable. 
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BREVITIES. 


‘ Brevity is the soul of wit. '-——Shakspeare. 


State of the Church. 

Though many may dispute the policy of a separation between 
(church and State, there are are few but will allow, that the 
true interest of the Church and the existence of its present State 
are incompatible. 

Too bad. 

It is said the Bishops are to be deprived of their seats, which 
they complain of as being very hard, particularly at a time 
when they have scarcely a leg to stand upon. 

Parts of speech. 

The King’s speech is not his own, but that of his Ministers. 
This ts saying very little for himself ou the part of his Ma- 
jesty. 

Measure for measure. 

Ail eves are turned to the Ministers, to see what they will 
do in the approaching Session. It is to be hoped that they 
will let their measures go to a sufficient length. 


All alike. 


Swindlers flock to London as the town fills, and the Mem- 
hers of Parliament come to it. This is verifying the old pro- 
verb, “* Birds of a feather flock together.” 


The part for the whole. 
The Whigs though without much talent are in one respeet 
men of parts, for they have a terrible aversion to whole mea- 
SUPER. 


THEATRICALS. 


Owing to our humane interference the Pantomimists at Covent 
Garden, are now spared the swill of swipes and ditch-water, 
which was inflicted on them till we noticed the cruelty. Healthy 
double X is now the gentlemanly substitute, which Bunn in his 
liberality now causes to be dispensed tothem. In consequence, 
however, of a shilling being wanted to rescue him from the 
Harp, where he was detained for his score on Thursday, the 
heverage was on that evening entirely omitted. 

The Fitzroy management brought out its ninth ‘successful 
piece on Monday evening, in the shape of a dramatic sketch 
called Matteo Falcon?, which is short bat fall of interest, and 
ded by admirable acting on the part of Miss Mason and her 
brother, together with effective situations and a splendid scene, 
passed off to the utter satisfaction of an over-brimming audience. 
The piece is written by Mr. IE. Mayhew, the manager; but a 
eviticism in The Chronicle assigns the authorship to Mr. F. 
Lawranee, a gentleman well known in the world of periodical 
literature, but who has not yet, we believe, fared up for the 
benefit of the dramatic glory of his country. ‘Onur contemporary 
has therefore made an error in crowning Mr. Lawrance prema- 
turely with a garland of laurels, though we do not doubt that 
when he does write for the stage, he will merit a complete bush 
oi bays, and that his head will deservedly be incased in a per- 
rect forest of evergreens. ‘* Palmam qui meruit ferat,” and, 
ergo, we correct the slight error of our much respected con- 
teisporary. The piece is, as we said before, by Mr. E. Mayhew, 

e author of the Father’s Plea, &c., and is one of the best 
<erious one-act dramas we ever had the pleasure of witnessing. 
Notwithstanding the success of every one of the manynovelties, 
there is to be A NEW DOMESTIC DRAMA produced on Monday, 
oY which, as it is by the authorof The King Incog., we ought, 

naps, to say uothing; but we like in these cases to criticise 
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first, lest the sudden disappearance of the subject should leave 
us no opportunity of doing so afterwards. The drama is called 
The Gaming Table, and the principal character is founded on 
that of Mr. Beverley, though in other respects the play of The 
Gamester has furnished not one atom of material. It may be 
presumption to touch an established five-act tragedy, but there 
are good reasons for doing so. First, small houses are forbidde: 
by law from acting legitimate pieces, and as The Gamester is 
very heavy, it is advantageous to rid it of all its dull portions. 
A part, therefore, of Beverley’s character is all that has bee: 
retained, the whole of the rest of the Dramatis Personae being 
entirely original. Sentiment has been swept away wholesale, 
and a substitution has been made to introduce the tremendous'y 
powerful comic talent of the Fitzroy establishment. Such actors 
us Mitchell, Perry, Oxberry, and Manders, with Mrs. Brindall, 
who is really without a rival in lively characters, would carry 
any rubbish through, and it will be the fault of the anther 
indeed if The Gaming Table should be so bad as to fail when 
supported by so much first-rate ability. The grand attraction 
of the evening will be the appearance of the manager himself, 
Mr. E. Mayhew, who makes his debut as Mr. Mornington. A 
good tragedian will be a dramatic god-send, and we really 
anticipate that the phenomenon will at last be fonnd at tle 
Fitzroy. The debutante seems to excite great interest, for the 
box plan for Monday is, we hear, filling rapidly. 

The brain of Mr. Buckstone is perhaps the most prosperousl|y 
prolific cerebral article of the present day, for it seems to be 
never exhausted, but continually to be drawing on public favour, 
which, is always sure to be awarded to his pieces as a tribute 
to the talent they invariably manifest. Isabelle was pro- 
duced at the Adelphi en Monday last, and bids fair to become 
equally popular with Vietorine, Henriette, and others by the 
same felicitous dramatist. The Herald ignorantly ascribed the 
new piece to a French origin, bat we know it to be purely the 
composition and invention of the English author, with the ex- 
ception of Reeve’s part, which he at once acknowledges to be 
founded on one of Paul de Kock’s characters. The large demand 
which our six caricatures have made upon our space, renders it 
impossible to do to Isabelle the ample justice its excellence 
would merit. 

The same reason precludes us from noticing the Weadsman 
this week at the Victoria, and the Clerk of Clerkenwell, at 
Sadler's Wells, the latter of which is, we believe, got up iu a 
stvle of splendour never before attempted at a minor establish- 
ment. Next week will be a grand one in dramatic affairs, a4 
there will be novelty almost every where. 


“TO FLUTE PLAYERS. 
_ HE FLUTONICON, for February, (No. 2, price oniy 








&d.,) will contain four most beautiful solos for the fiute by Oginsky, Gabrielaky, 
and Farrene, besides the celebrated Galoppe in GUSTAVUS, with variations, com- 
posed (January, 1834,) expressly for this work, by M. Dressler. No. 1 may now be 
had, the demand for which has been immense, (Price only 8d. every month.) 

Published by Sherwood, 23, Paternoster Row ; Gerock, 79, Cornhill; and Duff, 
6, Oxford-street, who have just published for the guitar, the GIULIANIAD, No.7, 
price 2s. 6d., Ist vol. ditto (for 1833) 16s. 

This edition of the Flutoniccn has the ROYAL ARMS on the wrapper 


This day is ready, Price One Shilling, 


THE KING INCOG, 


A Farce in Two Acts, 
BY FIGARO IN LONDON, 
Now performing at the Roval Fitzroy Theatre. 
Published by John Miller, (agent to the Dramatic Authors’ Society,) 14, Henrietta 
Street, Covent Garden. 
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YEXVHE Beaver Hats, manufactured by the undersigned Pa- 


tentees, and sold at the above Price, will be found fully equal to those gold by 


retailers at [Twenty One Shillings. Pealers supplied: 
FRANKS x Co. 
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